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OLD  MR.  BUSH 


There  was  a  man  in  our  town,  He  sent  for  all  the  children, 

And  he  was  wondrous  wise  ;  He  called  for  them  in  haste  ; 

He  fell  into  a  Berry  Bush — and,  And  they  gathered  all  the  berries 

It  opened  both  his  eyes.  That  would  have  gone  to  waste. 

|ERE  stands  Old  Mr.  Bush,  the  friend  of  the  children. 

When  you  think  of  kind-hearted  Old  Mr.  Bush  you  will  have  sweet  memories 
of  black  currant  jelly,  red  raspberry  jam,  and  thimble  berries  peeking  up  at  you 
from  a  little  pond  of  sugar  and  cream — in  your  saucer. 

Old  Mr.  Bush  has  stood  out  in  the  wind,  rain  and  snow  and  sleet  and  slush  for 
manv  years — that  you  may  have  lots  of  juicy  huckleberry  pie. 
Now,  then,  will  you  do  something  for  Old  Mr.  Bush  ? 

Poor  Mr.  Bush  is  growing  feeble.  His  aged  limbs  are  thin  and  twisted.  However,  before 
he  passes  away  he  wants  to  feel  that  he  has  done  something  for  his  country.  He  wants  to  give 
his  berries  to  help  save  our  supply  of  food. 

See  !  He  is  holding  out  his  hands  to  you— full  of  berries.  He  has  asked  all  his  sons  through- 
out North  America  to  give  you  plenty  of  berries.  So  this  year  and  next  year,  Mr.  Raspberry 
Bush,  Mr.  Huckleberry  Bush,  Mr.  Currant  Bush,  and  all  members  of  the  very  large  family  of 
Old  Mr.  Bush,  will  be  looking  for  you. 

A  Berry  in  the  Hand  is  worth  two  on  the  Bush.  Children,  pick  every  berry  in  your  own 
gardens  and  every  stray  Berry  by  the  wayside. 

How  sharp  are  your  eyes  ?    Can  you  find  the  face  of  Mr.  Bush  in  the  picture  above  ? 


JACK  AND  JILL  HAD  A  SPILL 

Jack  and  Jill  Went  Up  the  Hill 

To  Get  Water  for  Their  Crop  ; 
Jack  Fell  Down  and  Broke  His  Crown 

Doing  a  Flippity  Flop. 


OU  may  dampen  my  feet,"  said  little  Jack,  "but  you  can't  dampen  my  courage. 
Come  on,  Jill,  we'll  go  up  again  and  get  another  pail  of  water  !" 

And  so  the  two  plucky  little  children  came  back  with  more  water  and  gave 
all  the  thirsty  vegetables  a  fine  drink. 

"Those  are  the  kind  of  children  I  like,"  said  Old  Man  Cabbage.  "My  poor 
old  head  was  almost  splitting  for  the  need  of  a  drink.  And  when  I'm  real  thirsty  I  would  rather 
have  water  than  an  ice  cream  soda." 

"  I  was  so  dry,"  said  Mr.  Carrot,  "that  my  big  toe  began  to  ache,  'way  down  in  the  ground." 
"And  I  was  so  dry,"  said  Mr.  Bean,  "that  my  throat  began  to  rattle." 


"Just  to  show  that  we  appreciate  what  Jack  and  Jill  are  doing  for  us,"  began  Mr.  Beet, 
"  let's  do  something  for  them  :  Supposing  we  grow  with  all  our  might  and  give  them  the  greatest 
vegetable  garden  they  have  ever  had  ?" 

"Good  !  Fine  !  We'll  do  it  for  Jack  and  Jill  !"  shouted  out  all  the  vegetables. 

And  soon  after,  Old  Mrs.  Onion  got  up  and  pulled  the  blankets  over  on  to  the  onion  bed  ; 
then  all  the  young  onions  went  to  sleep  for  the  night,  well  content. 


OLD  POP  CORN  SPEAKS  TO  THE  NUBBINS 


Y  dear  little  Nubbins,"  said  Old  Pop  Corn  to  the  children,  "you  may  grow  up  in 
time  to  help  win  the  war." 

"Tell  us  how,  Popper,"  said  little  Yellow  Nubbins. 

"I've  had  my  ears  open  lately,"  explained  Old  Pop  Corn,  "and  I've  learned 
that  we  are  all  needed  to  help  the  Food  Army  of  Kernel  Wheat.    We  are  to  be 
the  Substitute  Army  ;  we  stay  at  home  as  a  home  guard.    You  know  that  the  Corn  Family 
has  had  so  many  kernels  in  it  that  I'm  proud  of  the  chance  to  do  our  part." 

"What  is  a  substitute  army  ?"  asked  little  Sweet  Corn. 

"An  army  that  takes  the  place  of  another  army,"  replied  Old  Pop  Corn.  "Kernel  Wheat 
and  his  army  are  going  to  the  war  to  help  our  soldiers.  Much  more  wheat  is  needed  over  there 
than  we  can  grow  and  ship  over.  So  the  people  over  here  are  going  to  use  corn  instead  of  wheat 
and  let  the  soldiers  have  all  the  wheat  we  can  send  them.  That's  how  we  will  help  win  the  war 
— by  taking  the  place  of  wheat  over  here." 


THE  LITTLE  OLD  MAN  OF  THE 

GARDEN 


]HIS  funny  little  old  man  is  a  vegetable 
soldier.  He  is  but  one  of  many  vega- 
table  soldiers  who  will  march  from 
your  garden  out  to  help  win  the  war. 
The  boys  and  girls  of  this  country  are 
going  to  grow  in  gardens  millions  more  of  these 
odd-looking  vegetable  fighters.  What  a  wonder- 
ful army  they  will  form  !  Look  him  over  closely 
He  may  have  a  "Cabbage  Head"  and  a  "Squash" 
Neck"  ;  He  may  even  have  a  nose  that  is  a  little 
"reddish"  (radish),  but  look  at  his  "peppery" 
walk  (his  legs  are  formed  by  two  peppers)  ;  look 
how  small  and  fierce  his  eye  grows,  as  he  shows 
his  teeth,  grasps  his  bomb  and  tells  you  that 
"We'll  beet  them  !" 

Get  out  your  pencil  and  see  if  you  can  draw 
a  picture  of  this  vegetable  soldier.  Before  you 
draw  him,  look  at  him  very  closely  and  name  the 
different  kinds  of  vegetables  you  will  need  to 
grow  this  season  to  send  out  an  army  of  these 
vegetable  soldiers. 


THE  DREAM  OF  BOY  SCOUT  BLISS 


ILLY  BLISS,  a  Boy  Scout,  was  a  member  of  the  Great  Garden  Army  of  North  America. 
He  had  done  a  hard  day's  work  in  his  carrot  patch.    At  bedtime  he  was  very  tired. 

"You  deserve  a  medal  for  the  way  you  have  stuck  to  your  duty  to-day,"  said 
Billy's  mother.    "You  are  a  Hero  of  the  Hoe." 

Yawning,  Billy  went  to  bed  ;   and  so  did  little  Noodles,  the  Poodle,  on  his  mat  near 

Billy's  bed. 

When  the  good  Fairy  of  Dreams  saw  that  Billy  Bliss  had  arrived  in  Dreamland,  she  called 
out  to  him,  "Oh,  Billy,  France  has  been  trying  to  get  you  by  wireless  for  the  last  hour.  It's 


very  important.  In  fact,  I  am  ordered  to  take  you  to  France,  and  you  are  to  bring  with  you 
a  wonderful  carrot  to  be  found  in  your  garden." 

"Bring  me  Gold  Eagle  No.  7,  harnessed  with  red,  white  and  blue  ribbon  !"  called  out  the 
Dream  Fairy  to  a  funny  little  man  with  a  pointed  cap. 

In  a  few  moments  a  beautiful  golden  eagle  came  soaring  into  Dreamland,  and  swooped  to 
the  ground  near  the  feet  of  Billy  Bliss.  The  Dream  Fairy  and  Billy  mounted  on  to  the  powerful 
back  of  the  eagle,  and  then  their  beautiful  craft  flew  out  through  the  window.  They  made  but 
one  stop  in  America  ;  they  descended  into  Billy's  garden  and  they  pulled  the  great  carrot  to 
take  with  them.  Then,  swifter  than  the  sunlight — over  clouds,  ocean,  warships  and  airships — ■ 
they  whizzed  onward  to  France. 

****** 

"Here's  the  boy  from  North  America  !"  called  out  three  very  famous  generals,  as  Billy 
descended  from  his  eagle  and  saluted  them.    The  great  carrot  he  carried  under  his  left  arm. 

A  general,  with  a  long,  grey  moustache  and  very  keen,  but  kind,  grey  eyes,  advanced  smiling 
toward  the  boy  from  North  America.    Billy  presented  the  great  carrot  to  him. 

"Thank  you,  and  Welcome  !"  said  the  general  ;  and  then,  on  closer  view,  Billy  knew  that 
he  was  being  addressed  by  the  great  leader  of  all  the  Allies. 

"My  boy,"  said  the  great  general,  kindly,  "I  have  sent  for  you  that  we  may  show  all  the 
children  of  North  America  how  much  we  appreciate  their  efforts  in  raising  food  for  our  armies. 
I  am  going  to  honor  them  by  honoring  you. 

"Because  you  have  produced  the  Biggest  Carrot  in  the  World,  Billy  Bliss — in  the  name  of 
the  Allies  and  Victory — I  decorate  you  with  the  Golden  Medal  of  the  Golden  Carrot  ! "  Where- 
upon the  Chief  of  all  the  Allies  pinned  a  medal  upon  the  bulging  breast  of  Billy. 

"Thank  you,  for  the  children  of  North  America,"  the  astonished  Billy  managed  to  respond. 

"He's  a  fine  little  fellow,"  smiled  the  American  General.  A  good  sample  of  the  Garden 
Army  of  North  America  that  is  working  so  hard  to  produce  food  that  we  may  win  the  war." 

"That  is  the  kind  of  a  boy,"  remarked  the  English  General,  "upon  which  we  base  our  faith 
that  the  Anglo-Saxon  family  will  win  and  maintain  the  freedom  of  the  world." 

5|6  ;fc  «|S  Sf»  iji 

"Maw  !"  called  out  Billy  Bliss,  as  he  sat  up  in  bed  next  morning,  feeling  for  something 
on  his  chest. 

"Maw  !  Who  took  my  gold  medal  ?  The  Great  General  just  pinned  it  on  me  just  a 
minute  ago — and  here  it's  gone  already  !" 

"What  medal  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  Bliss. 

"Woof-uff,"  said  Noodles,  the  Poodle,  smiling  to  himself,  "that  boy's  oeen  dreaming 
again." 


KERNEL  WHEAT'S  GARDEN  ARMY 


m 


|H0  will  go  with  me  to  help  win  the  war  ?"  called  out  Kernel  Wheat. 

"I  will,"  said  Mr.  Corn,  stepping  forward.  "You  need  my  ears  to  overhear 
what  the  enemy  is  saying.  Besides,  I  can  bring  with  me  many  shock  troops. 
Just  let  us  get  a  pop  at  the  enemy  !" 

"My  eyes  will  help  you  to  see  the  way  to  victory,"  announced  Mr.  Potato,  as  he 
stepped  up  beside  Mr.  Corn.    "Can't  you  use  me  for  a  scout  ?" 

"If  you  want  strength,  just  let  me  step  up  with  my  friend,  Mr.  Corn,"  spoke  Mr.  Onion. 
"I'll  bring  tears  to  the  enemy's  eyes  so  that  he  can't  see  to  bring  tears  to  the  eyes  of  the  children 
over  there." 

"Look  me  over  and  see  if  I  don't  look  like  a  torpedo,"  suggested  Mr.  Carrot.  "And  look 
here,  at  me,"  said  Mr.  Bean,  as  he  opened  his  vest.  "I'm  just  full  of  little  white  bullets.  You 
need  me,  too." 

"A  little  pepper  in  your  army  would  be  a  good  thing — don't  you  think  ?"  inquired  Mr. 
Red  Pepper. 

"And  don't  forget,"  reminded  Mr.  Beet,  as  a  smile  spread  over  his  little,  round,  red  face, 
"don't  forget  that  I'm  the  one  to  beac  them  when  I  meet  them." 

"I'll  take  all  you  fine  fellows,"  promised  Kernel  Wheat,  quite  pleased.  "I  will  need  mil- 
lions just  like  you  in  my  food  army.  Go  and  ask  our  friends,  the  children,  to  work  hard  and 
send  us  millions  of  vegetable  soldiers  from  their  gardens — for  The  Great  Garden  Army  of 

America." 


MRS.  PETER'S  PATRIOTIC  PIES 

Peter,  Peter,  Pumpkin  Eater,  Had  a  Wife  and  Couldn't  Keep  Her. 
He  Put  Her  in  a  Pumpkin  Shell,  and  Her  Pies  They  Sold  so  Well, 
That  She  Bought  a  Liberty  Bond,  to  Help  Our  Boys  Across  the  Pond. 
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|E'LL  try  and  show  the  children  examples  of  war-time  saving,"  said  Mrs.  Peter, 
as  she  drew  four  pumpkin  pies  out  of  the  oven.    ' '  I  baked  these  all  with  war  flour." 

r  "Good,"  said  Peter,  who  was  busy  painting  a  sign  on  the  door  of  the  pump- 
kin.   "Say,  how  do  you  spell  'punkin,'  anyway  ?  " 

"This  pumpkin  house  saves  us  rent,"  said  Mrs.  Peter.  "We  eat  the  pumpkin 
pulp  in  pies  and  puddings  ;  that  saves  us  meat  and  grocery  bills.  We  burn  the  seeds  instead 
of  buying  coal  ;  and  I  am  earning  money  selling  pumpkin  pies  made  out  of  war  flour.  Already 
I  have  bought  one  war  bond  with  my  savings.  When  Jupiter,  the  Cat,  is  hitched  up  to  our 
home  on  wheels,  the  Pumpkin  makes  a  fine  touring  car." 

The  children  will  be  very  much  interested  to  learn  that  a  pumpkin  raised  by  a  farmer  near 

Niagara  Falls,  weighed  84  pounds  and 
measured  about  two  feet  across.  This 
would  be  almost  large  enough  to  make 
a  home  for  Mrs.  Peter  Pumpkin  Eater. 

This  giant  pumpkin  shows  that  the 
soil  of  America  is  so  rich  that  it  will 
raise  wonderful  vegetables  for  the  chil- 
dren who  are  serving  this  year  in  the 
great  garden  army  of  North  America. 


OLD  MOTHER  EARTH 


LD  MOTHER  EARTH  suddenly  stopped  singing  "All  the  World  is  Knitting."  She 
looked  worried  as  she  said,  "I  wonder  what  these  new  pains  are  in  my  forehead  ? 
They  are  different  from  the  bad  pains  in  the  back  of  my  head  where  my  Europe  is 
located.  Guns  have  torn  terrible  holes  in  the  back  of  my  head — -whole  mountains 
have  been  blown  off  my  face — and 
thousands  of  miles  of  trenches  have 
been  dug  in  my  tender  skin.  I  have 
never  had  such  a  terrible  time  in 
thousands  of  years. 

"Turn  on  me  your  great  golden 
searchlight,  Doctor  Sun,"  she  pleaded, 
"and  tell  me  if  you  can  see  the  cause 
of  these  new  pains." 

Old  Doctor  Sun  turned  his  great 
golden  searchlight  on  Mother  Earth, 
from  coast  to  coast  ;  then,  laughing  in 
great  glee,  he  said  :  "Good  news,  Old 
Mother  Earth  !  Those  little  pains  are 
only  growing  pains.  They  are  caused 
by  the  rakes,  hoes  and  spades  of  all 
the  children  of  America.  I  can  see 
three  in  one  garden  at  this  moment. 
They  are  all  out  digging  into  your 
surface  like  good  fellows  starting  to 
grow  Gardens.  They  will  grow  food 
to  help  win  the  war.  The  more  they 
scratch  your  forehead  with  hoes,  the 
sooner  you  will  be  cured  of  those 
terrible  war  pains  in  the  back  of  your 
head." 

Old  Mother  Earth  smiled.  "I'm 
glad  it's  the  boys  and  girls  of  America 
working,"  she  said.  "They  are  the 
best  little  workers  on  the  face  of  the 
earth.  Tell  them  to  go  right  on 
with  their  gardening  and  I  will  help  them  grow  the  best  and  biggest  food  crops  that  can  be 
produced." 

Puzzle  :    How  many  ships  can  you  see  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ?    Where  are  they  going 

and  what  are  they  carrying  ? 


A  BLOW  FOR  JIM  CROW 


There  Was  a  Little  Man 
And  He  Had  a  Little  Gun, 
With  Bullets  Made  of  Lead,  Lead,  Lead. 
Early  Every  Morn 
He'd  Save  a  Lot  of  Corn, 
By  Shooting  Crows  Dead,  Dead,  Dead  ! 

AW  !  CAW  !"  said  Old  Jim  Crow  to  four  visitors  in 
town,  as  he  led  them  out  to  the  Little  Old  Man's 
corn  field.  "This,"  said  Jim  Crow,  "is  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  restaurants  in  Crowville.  I  eat 
here  every  day.  I  have  a  letter  from  friends  in 
the  South,  saying  that  ten  thousand  crows  will  have  a  conven- 
tion here  when  they  come  up  north  from  their  winter  homes  in 
the  South.  They  like  the  taste  of  this  corn  so  much.  They 
want  me  to  report  to  them  how  many  crows  this  corn  will  feed." 

' '  But  what  will  the  people  say  when  they  see  their  corn 
being  stolen  ?"  inquired  Blackie  Crow. 

"  We  crows  all  belong  to  the 
Waste  Club,  and  we  don't  care  what 
the  people  say  about  saving  food," 
replied  Old  Jim  Crow. 

"0-Ho!"  chuckled  the  little  Old 
Man  with  the  gun,  as  he  rose  up 
from  where  he  was  hiding  behind  a 
bush.  He  loaded  his  Save -Food 
Gun  with  Thrift  Bullets  and  Econo- 
my Powder. 

He  took  careful  aim. 

"I'll  just  show  the  children  how 
to  treat  bad  crows  and  bad  habits 
that  waste  our  food,"  cried  out  the 
Little  Old  Man. 

"Bang!  Bang!"  cried  the  gun. 
"Here's  some  medicine  for  Food 
wasters  !" 

When  the  Little  Old  Man  picked 
up  the  five  wasteful  old  crows,  he 
found  a  white  letter  marked  on  each 
crow.  "I  wonder  what  these  letters 
mean?"  said  the  Little  Old  Man. 
Can  you  tell  what  word  can  be 
formed  by  putting  together  the  let- 
ters on  the  crows  ? 


DINNER  WITH  MR.  AND  MRS.  SPRATT 

Jack  Spratt  Will  Eat  No  Fat, 
His  Wife  Will  Eat  No  Lean  ; 
For  Meat  They  Substitute 
The  Carrot  and  the  Bean. 


HAT  part  of  the  roast  will  you  have?"  asked  Mr.  Spratt,  as  he  and  his  wife  sat 
down  to  a  roast  carrot  dinner. 

"A  wing,  please,"  said  Mrs.  Spratt. 

"Help  !"  called  out  Mr.  Carrot.    "Let  go  of  my  arm." 

"That  carrot  is  not  a  very  patriotic  carrot,  I  fear,"  said  Mr.  Spratt.     "However,  there 
.  are  many  vegetables  in  our  garden  who  will  be  glad  to  get  the  chance  to  help  our  country 
by  saving  meat  for  our  soldiers." 

"I  feel  better  and  more  patriotic  since  we  gave  up  eating  so  much  meat,"  said  Mrs.  Spratt. 

"The  work  of  raising  our  own  vegetables  and  the  joy  of  eating  them  are  both  good  for  our 
health,"  added  Mr.  Spratt. 

"If  everybody  would  do  as  we  are  doing,  everybody  would  have  better  health,  and  our 
soldiers  overseas  would  be  sure  of  the  full  supply  of  meat  and  wheat  until  the  war  is  won." 
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